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Poetry  &  Prose 


Esperando 
By  Edgar  Souza 

Guardo  en  mi  memoria 

Los  dias  a  tu  lado 

Aquellos  dias  en  los  que  me  sonreias  con  alegria 

Cuando  veia  la  luz  en  tus  ojos 

Los  cuales  me  regalaban  fe  y  esperanza 

Son  recuerdos  hermosos  que  guardo  en  mi  corazon 

Esos  recuerdos  que  me  agobian 

Por  la  dicha  de  perderte 

Es  un  dolor  que  me  estremece 

Que  me  llena  de  tristeza 

Estoy  solo  en  mi  habitation 

Tratando  de  entender  lo  que  paso  entre  nosotros  dos 

Ahora  estas  a  mi  lado 

Pero  solo  como  amiga 

Sin  saber  que  te  quedaste  como  algo  mas  en  mi  corazon 

Estas  son  las  dichas  de  la  vida 

En  las  cuales  siempre  te  amare 

Si  te  perdi  por  un  error 

Que  el  tiempo  lo  perdone  y  que  regreses  a  mi  lado 

Pero  por  el  momento  te  estare  esperando 


Waiting 
By  Edgar  Souza 

I  keep  in  my  memory 

the  days  you  were  by  my  side 

Those  days  when  you  laughed  with  happiness 

I  saw  the  light  in  your  eyes 

those  that  gave  me  thrust  and  hope 

Those  beautiful  memories  that  I  keep  in  my  heart 

all  those  memories  agonize  me 

For  sadness  of  losing  you 

is  pain  that  shatters  me 

and  fill  me  with  sadness 

I  am  alone  in  my  bedroom 

trying  to  understand  what  happened 

between  us 

Now  you  are  by  my  side 

but  only  as  a  friend 

without  knowing  that  you  stayed 

as  something  more  in  my  heart 

These  are  the  conflicts  of  life 

in  which  I  always  will  love  you 

If  I  lose  you  because  of  a  mistake 

let  time  forgive 

Come  back  by  my  side 

but  for  a  moment 

I  will  be  waiting  for  you 


Blindsided 
By  Kim  Hughes 


Look  at  me 

What  is  it  you  see? 

I  can 't  imagine  where  this  will  go 

I  am  afraid  of  what  I  believe  I  know 

The  things  I  'm  thinking 

The  way  I'm  feeling 

Emotions  all  over  the  place 

My  heart  sprinting  a  race 

You  said  everything  I  wanted  to  hear 

But  didn  't  think  you  'd  ever  get  near 

Is  this  really  your  heart? 

When  did  it  start? 

Why  tell  me  now? 

Can  you  tell  me  how? 

You  managed  to  awaken  a  place  I  tried 

Oh  so  very  hard  to  hide 

When  did  you  get  in? 

Why  is  it  I'm  drawn  to  this  sin? 

How  do  I  feel? 

Just  where  shall  I  begin? 

Can  I  trust  any  of  this? 

Your  feelings,  are  they  hit  and  miss? 

Should  I  feel  safe? 

Can  everyone  see  it  on  my  face? 
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What  is  all  of  this  supposed  to  mean? 

Have  you  shown  me  more  than  you  wanted  to  be  seen? 

Maybe  you  wanted  it  to  stay  just  a  game? 

It 's  not  in  me  to  play  the  same 

You  opened  these  doors 

I  thought  led  to  your  core 

Then  began  to  retreat 

Do  you  fear  information  repeat? 

Please  be  clear,  explain  your  intentions? 

Don 't  pretend  it  was  never  mentioned. 

The  words  spoken  through  these  songs 

Did  I  interpret  them  wrong? 

They  seem  so  intense 

Help  me,  make  it  make  sense 

Let  your  guard  down,  talk  to  me 

The  way  we  used  to  be 


Brittle  finger  tree 
By  Kristen  Rohder 


Brittle  finger  tree  slouching  alone,  ignored  by  the  breeze. 

Days  float  under  your  toes, 
no  hands  of  friends  to  hold. 

Poor,  brittle  finger  tree  you  pray  to  the  Son  and  sleep  in  the  rain. 
No  heart  to  listen, 
no  pocket  watch  to  keep — no  time  to  know 
how  old  you'd  be  if  today  a  cake  appeared  with  candles  aglow. 

Brittle  finger  tree  wrestling  alone. 

Recklessly  diving  into  the  ground 

unmeaning  to  disturb  baby  birds  whom  house  themselves 

in  your  little,  bitter  world. 

Brittle  little  finger  tree,  someday,  you  must  grow. 
As  people  pass  they  find  themselves  apart  of  your  earth. 

You'll  feel  the  circle  of  life — you'll  imagine 
pretty  little  girls  and  boys  carving  their  love  into  your  skin — no  blood —  no  blood  will  flow. 

Brittle  little  finger  tree,  your  last  breath  has  flown. 

Taken  from  your  finger  tips,  left  dying  on  sallow  grounds. 

No  one  can  always  stand  straight.  Lean,  my  brittle  little  love,  alone. 
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I  Don't  Miss  You 
By  Kristen  Rohder 

November  29,  2006 

I  don't  miss  you  today. 

In  fact,  I  just  wonder. 

Preoccupied  with  the  thoughts  you  used  to  share, 

counting  on  them  to  answer  me; 

to  call  me  and  tell  me  what  happened  to  you  at  the  very  end. 

I  need  that.  You  know  the  part  where  you  pick  up  the  phone  and  give  me  a  line. 
I'm  a  fish  out  of  water  and  I'll  do  anything  to  breathe  again. 
So  lift  me  from  my  sandy  bed  and  give  me  back  my  time. 
Give  me  back  the  future  I  thought  about  before  you  came  along. 
Give  me  back  the  faith  I  had  that  not  all  fisherman  are  bad. 

If  I  could  understand  you  and  how  you  got  tangled  up  with  me  I'd  leave  you. 

I'd  never  look  back  to  see  you  or  remember  you  because  recalling  what  we  had 

is  like  a  dream  at  night,  so  vivid,  so  cliche  and  yet  when  morning  breaks  and  the  sun  jacks  me  in  the 

face  it's  gone — blurry  faces  make  for  tiring  chases  and  I'm  too  old  for  that  now. 

Too  wise  for  that  now. 
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Identity 

By  Cindi  Knox 

I  am 

descended  from  Anglos, 

descended  from  Poles, 

my  father  blue  collar, 

my  mother  a  clerical  worker; 

but  heredity  will  not  define  me. 

I  am 

fluent  in  the  languages  of  computers, 
agile  as  a  surgeon  in  digital  circuitry; 
but  vocation  will  not  define  me. 

I  am 

comfortable  with  a  guitar, 

competent  in  improv, 

and  can  ride  a  thousand  miles  in  a  day  on  a  motorcycle; 

but  recreation  will  not  define  me. 

I  am 

a  father, 

a  wife, 

an  ex-husband; 

but  gender  and  sexuality  will  not  define  me. 

I  am 

a  seeker, 

a  believer, 

a  preacher, 

a  healer; 

but  religion  will  not  define  me. 

I  do  not  march  to  a  socially-prescribed 
rhythm. 

I  do  not  fit  into  one 
of  your 

nicely  labeled  boxes. 

I  do  not  land  squarely  on  your 
orderly 

personality 

table. 
I  am  I, 

constantly  changing, 
ever  elusive, 

self-defined. 
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gods  (of  the  pen): 
By  David  Doran 

in  a  land  of  idolence, 

in  the  days  of  dispassion 

i  stand, 

the  ambitious  one, 

a  macbeth, 

before  the  monuments 

of 

eliot  and  plath  and  poe; 

a  mere  child  in  my  maturity 

to  such  gods. 

their  pages  are  like  tombs, 

their  books  like  crypts 

open  and  read, 

look  and  see  what  remains 

of  such  immortality. 

and  i, 

a  poet? 

a  writer? 

no, 

a  child... 

simply  a  boy 

who  wants  to  be 

barker 

when  he  grows  up. 
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Death  of  Colour 
By  Kyle  Stewart 

Our  sun  says  goodnight 
And  the  moon  glows  soft 
The  stars  begin  to  shine 
And  a  blanket  of  snow 
Is  laid  across  the  land 
All  becomes  white 
The  sky  remaining 
A  vibrant  blue  shade 
As  it's  morning  again 
and  the  colours  of  Autumn 
Have  all  died  over  night 
The  reds  and  the  oranges 
The  yellows  and  the  browns 
Only  the  sky  keeps  her  beauty 
But  that  will  soon  fade 
For  another  storm  approaches 
To  bury  Autumn  further 
To  prevent  the  escape 
From  this  place  of  icy  winds 
And  floating  white  fluff 
Welcome  to  a  land  of  frost 
A  land  of  frozen  waters 
And  freezing  breath 
A  land  where  colours  die 
For  the  next  three  months 
Awaiting  the  gentle  song 
Of  the  bright  song  birds 
To  bring  forth  the  warmth 
And  rain  clouds  of  Spring 
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Make  it  Bleed 
By  Kyle  Stewart 

You  just  gotta  keep  pestering 

Just  gotta  keep  pushing  me 

Just  gotta  keep  asking  me 

If  something's  the  matter 

And  half  the  time  there  is 

But  it's  the  question  that  causes  it 

That  begins  to  cause  my  pain 

So  if  you're  gonna  be  like  that 

Why  not  cut  me  yourself 

Why  not  make  it  bleed  on  your  own 

Here  take  the  blades  away 

And  cut  me  in  my  sleep 

Cut  right  through  me 

Since  you  seem  to  like  to  hurt  me 

Cut  my  flesh  and  watch  me  bleed 

While  I  lay  here  sleeping — 

While  I  lay  here  crying — 

While  I  lay  here  dying — 

While  I  lay  here  bleeding  still — 

From  the  last  time  you  cut  my  veins 

Causing  these  aches 

Causing  me  to  want  to  bleed  again 

Cause  I  love  how  it  feels 

Cause  I  love  how  you  hate  me 

Cause  I  love  how  you  cut  me 

Cause  I  love  how  you  kill  me 

Cause  I  love  how  you  alone 

Make  it  bleed... 
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Prayers  (For  You  Today) 
By  Kyle  Stewart 


I  thought  of  you 

And  began  to  say 

Some  prayers  today 

Cause  you're  down — 

Cause  you're  sad 

I  got  on  my  knees 

And  prayed  to  God 

For  everything  to  brighten 

Prayed  for  it  all 

To  just  get  better  soon 

I  thought  of  you  again 
And  so  I  said  just  a  few 
More  prayers  for  you 
Cause  you  were  depressed 
And  contemplating  suicide 
I  prayed  for  hours 
Cause  I  really  do  care — 
Cause  I  don't  want  to  lose 
A  close  friend  to  the  cold 
Heartless  world  we  know 

I  kept  thinking  of  you 
All  day  thoughts  flooded 
Upon  my  face  did  a  smile  spawn 
My  mind  focused  all  day 


On  happy  thoughts  and  images 
That  you're  slowly  getting  better 
As  I  continue  to  send  my  prayers 
Every  day  with  my  deepest  compassion 
I  sat  down  at  lunch  thinking  of  you 
Wanting  to  see  you  smile 

I  quit  saying  these  prayers 
That  I  used  to  mutter  daily — 
That  I  used  to  say  nightly 
I  stopped  caring  today 
And  I  stopped  loving  today 
I  buried  my  prayers  deep 
Cause  I  finally  realized 
They  never  made  a  speck 
Of  a  difference  in  your  life 

I  stopped  loving  you 
Because  you  never  heard 
Me  calling  out  your  name 
As  I  lay  awake  at  night — 
Never  heard  me  whisper 
The  prayers  for  you  softly — 
For  your  safety  and  happiness 
For  your  life  with  the  deepest  love 


I  gave  up  on  telling  you  today 
That  I  truly  loved  you 
With  all  of  my  heart — 
With  all  of  my  soul 
Cause  you  couldn't  see 
The  signs  I  gave  clearly 
Everyday  I  saw  you 
Cause  you  refused  to  hear 
The  confessions  I  cried 
Softly  as  I  lay  alone 
In  my  room  every  night 

I  cried  for  you  today 
I  sobbed  for  you 
As  I  heard  you  name 
Mentioned  on  the  news 
A  terrible  accident 
That  should  have  been 
Could  have  been  avoided 
And  I  laid  in  bed  to  scream 
My  face  buried  in  my  pillow 
So  no  one  could  hear 


A  poem  of  how  now 
You'll  never  really  know 
That  even  though  I  said 
That  I  loved  you  not 
Deep  down  within  me 
I  do  and  very  much  so 

I  wrote  a  poem  to  say 
I  really  do  care  and 
I  really  do  love  you 
And  I  always  will 
And  though  I  say 
My  prayers  have  ceased 
They  continue  still 
For  I  care  more 
And  love  you  more 
Than  you  or  anyone 
Could  ever  imagine 
And  ever  try  to  understand 


I  wrote  a  poem  today 
A  poem  of you — 
A  poem  for  you 
Of  how  I  prayed  for  you 
And  how  I  loved  you 
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We  All  Bleed  These  Black  Tears 
By  Kyle  Stewart 


These  black  tears 
Written  down 
Inside  this  journal 
Of  red  velvet  cover 
Pages  confessing  sins 
Confessing  repeatedly 
The  wrongs  committed 
The  wrongs  done  unto  us 
By  others  and  those 
Whom  hate  us 
Though  we  can't  manage 
To  understand  them 
Or  even  the  reason  why 
They  do  such  things 
Our  black  tears 
Bled  onto  page 
After  dying  page 
For  all  we  ask 
Of  these  pages  within 
The  diaries  we  hide 
In  our  rooms  from  all 
Those  pages  that  contain 


Secrets  and  stories 

From  those  of  lust  and  passion 

To  the  pain  and  blood 

That  we  shed  every  day 

And  the  tears  we  weep 

Into  the  silken  pillows 

All  we  ask  of  our  diaries 

Is  that  they  tell  no  one 

Unless  we  flip  back 

To  a  page  or  two 

And  show  the  aches 

That  still  haunt 

What's  left 

Of  what  was  once  us 


Trust 
By  Ryan  Weber 

Help  me 

For  I  am  dying, 

Drowning  in  this  world, 

Drowning 

As  the  sea  of  people 

Start  to  close  me  in. 

Where  are  all  my  friends 

The  ones  right  by  my  side 

To  help  me  in  this  time  of  wrong 

To  help  me  get  things  right. 

They  have  all  left 

Walked  right  out  on  me 

Left  me  in  this  time  of  need 

To  journey  all  alone. 

All  their  problems  gone 

They  turned  and  walked  away 

Never  thinking  about  me 

Only  'bout  themselves, 

Leaving  me  with  only  one 

To  trust  the  best  I  can, 

Even  if  that  one 

Is  relative  and  kin. 


Chaos 
By  Ryan  Weber 

What  is  this, 
This  game  of  hide  and  seek, 

Of  hiding  ones  emotions 

To  seek  what  that  one  wants. 

But  what  is  it  that  that  one  seeks 

When  all  the  rest  are  hiding, 

Burying  him  in  deceit. 

And  what  is  it  that  that  one  gets 

When  all  is  really  nothing, 

And  nothing, 

Everything. 

For  which  makes  him 

Lord  of  all, 

And  none. 

Chaos. 


Love 
By  Ryan  Weber 


What  is  love? 

This  burning  sensation  inside  me. 

Can  anyone  tell  me, 

This  wanting  to  be  near 

But  fearing  when  you  are? 

Is  anyone  even  there? 

To  help  me  in  these  time. 

Or  have  you  all  gone, 

Tossed  me  in  the  wind 

Like  a  leaf  to  the  tree. 

What  is  love? 

The  prize  of  one, 

For  the  cost  of  many? 

Your  soul, 

For  a  kiss! 

To  the  celestial, 

An  angel  of  death. 

What  is  love, 

But  a  lifetime  of  tears 

For  a  moment  of  bliss, 

Mere  seconds, 

To  be  washed  away 

Like  footprints  in  the  sand. 

Though  they  may  be  gone, 

The  memories  will  always  be. 

Haunting  you, 

Ever  searching 

For  that  last  straw. 

What  is  love? 

For  some  may  say, 

Doubt  thou  stars  are  fire, 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move, 

Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar, 

But  never  doubt  I  love. 


But  what  is  love? 

Can  anyone  truly  tell  me! 

For  I  feel  trapped, 

Trapped  inside  this  question. 

And  every  step  I  take, 

It  gets  darker, 

And  darker. 

Till, 

I  feel, 

My  sanity  will  be  gone. 

Love! 

Pretty  Little  Girl 

Dreams, 

Nightmares, 

Things  of  black  and  white. 

Fields  and  hills  of  flowers 

With  pretty  little  girls, 

Crushed  by  fallen  planes 

And  war  tribes  marching  in. 

Happiness  that  fills  the  air 

Is  followed  close  by  war. 

Corrupting  our  fields  of  thought 

And  confining  us  to  hell. 

Where  nightmares  become  reality 

And  dreams,  eternal  sins. 

But  like  Pandora's  box 

Hope  can  still  stand  strong 

And  so  the  people  pray 

To  that  pretty  little  girl 

With  crushed  flowers  in  her  hair. 


Lesson  From  the  Sky 
By  Mike  Childs 

As  I  looked  into  the  sky, 
I  couldn't  help  but  wonder  why, 
things  so  big  can  look  so  small, 
and  some  can  not  be  seen  at  all. 

And  as  I  mused  and  upward  gazed, 
at  all  the  things  that  made  me  amazed, 
I  saw  not  the  approaching  threat, 
upon  the  ground  so  dark  and  wet. 

With  one  great  swish  I  found  that  I, 
was  launched  into  that  very  sky, 
that  only  just  a  bit  before, 
with  child-like  awe  I  did  adore. 

With  balance  gone  and  footing  lost, 
a  muddy  fate  would  be  the  cost, 
of  hiking  through  the  forest  green, 
with  eyes  above  and  ground  not  seen. 

Now  you  be  still  and  learn  from  me, 
the  lesson  I  will  teach  to  thee, 
to  contemplate  the  sky  is  cool, 
but  watch  your  step  you  dreamy  fool! ! 
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Wylderness 

by  Tony  Plese 

"Geez!  but  it  darts  around.  All  around!  That  critter 's  fast  as  lightning. 

It's  beautiful,  and  ain  't  like  nothing  I  ever  seen.  " 

-  September  3 1 ,  1924 

Warren  Elliot  was  in  a  class  by  himself.  In  more  ways  than  one.  First,  he  was  literally 
the  only  student  enrolled  at  a  one-room  schoolhouse  that  served  unincorporated  Troy  Township, 
back  in  the  day  -  the  very  one  that  now  sits  between  T-building  and  the  lake  on  our  JJC  campus. 
Weird  as  that  may  be,  it  pales  when  compared  with  the  other  thing  unique  to  my  friend  Warren: 
He's  the  only  guy  I've  known  to  swear  September  had  3 1  days.  Or  at  least  it  did,  back  in  '24. 

Unusual?  I'd  say.  But  apparently  true.  Go  ahead  and  remind  yourself  of  how  thirty  days 
have  September,  April,  June,  and  November  ...  it  makes  no  difference.  His  own  daily  journal  is 
rock-solid  proof.  Well,  at  least  it  was  for  Warren.  And  if  it  was  good  enough  for  him,  it's  good 
enough  for  me.  This  isn't  to  say  that  others  were  so  easily  convinced.  Fact  is,  they  weren't. 
Especially  Ms.  Marjorie  Hannum,  head  mistress  at  the  old  Cronin  Schoolhouse  mentioned  above. 
She  wasn't  amused  in  the  least;  and  the  mark  she  placed  on  his  nature  project  -  dated  the  3 1st  — 
displays  her  discontent  with  the  seventh-grade  boy,  and  his  version  of  events.  "D-minus,"  it  read. 
And,  beneath  that,  "Let's  be  serious.  Finish  and  resubmit  (or  you're  out  of  the  competition)." 

But  the  twelve  year-old  refused  to  budge,  science  fair  or  not.  For  though  his  account  was 
even  less  plausible  than,  say,  "A  sasquatch  ate  my  homework,"  he  stuck  by  it  just  the  same. 

Anyway,  it  couldn't  be  challenged.  After  all,  she  hadn't  been  there  to  supervise  him,  like  a 
teacher's  required  to  be.  As  it  so  happened,  she'd  been  away  for  nearly  a  week  on  medical  leave; 
something  about  a  valve  that  wouldn't  stay  shut.  Nonetheless,  Ms.  Hannum 's  instructions  for 
Warren  Elliot  Papovich  III  were  simple  and  direct:  "Study  at  your  own  pace,  but  make  sure 
to  complete  the  prairie  walk  assignment  (with  specimen)  before  my  return.  Log  all  your  activities, 
then  leave  the  completed  work  on  my  desk.  And  feed  my  sweet  little  bird."  Easy  as  pie. 

And  so  began  a  peculiar  footnote  in  the  never-dull  life  of  my  grandfather.  Ultimately,  it 
is  what  it  always  has  been.  An  account  of  our  world  from  another  time,  that's  remained  a  source 
of  amusement  for  me  since  I  was  old  enough  to  read.  It  still  makes  me  smile  -  and  wonder,  too. 
About  Gloucopsyche  fi-lumina,  the  eye  of  the  forest,  the  little  man  in  the  jug,  and  all  of  that 
which  came  to  pass  one  strange  autumn  day,  many  years  ago. 


_,  ^  I  Dear  Ms.  Hannum, 

I  found  the  key  and  opened  up  at  10  o'clock  this  morning,  then  shoveled  a  heap 
S2:iSp.      of  coal  in  the  stove,  ate  my  pear  and  drunk  my  milk.  Did  arithmetic,  spelling, 

then  fed  Mr.  Crackers  and  covered  his  cage.  Later  on  I  finished  that  nature  thing 
you  been  pestering  me  for.  You'll  find  it  here  within.  -  Sincerely,  Warren 
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*  8th  Annual  Will  Comity  Bio-science  Fair* 

Students:  Select  an  insect  native  to  Illinois  prairie  life.  Classify  it  according  to:  1)  Its  genus  and  species;  and 

2)  Any  other  common  term  that  also  may  apply.  Provide  a  specimen,  and  detail  the  manner  in  which  it  was  obtained. 

Be  sure  to  include  your  name,  grade,  and  school.  Then  sign  and  date  the  final  report  —  as  indicated  below. 


Warren  E.  Papovich,  Seventh-grader  at  the  Cronin  School. 

Dear  Judge, 

Although  I  ain't  got  no  sample  to  give,  I  can  qualify  the  following  critter  as  such: 
Gloucopsyche  fi-lumina  -  a  rare  and  pretty  butterfly  that's  got  wings  like  stained-glass  windows. 
Also  called  the  Wylderness,  by  local  folk. 

How  I  got  this  critter  -  and  why  I  let  it  go: 

I  was  having  bad  luck  with  the  bugs  and  such  that  was  available  near  my  school.  The  ones  that 
didn't  bite  was  still  tricky,  you  see,  cause  if  I  held  them  too  loose  they'd  slip  through  my  fingers 
and  if  I  held  them  too  tight  their  heads  popped  off.  So  I  hopped  on  over  by  Lily  Cache  Creek, 
and  that's  where  I  spied  the  Wylderness.  I  chased  after  it  with  all  I  had,  but  that  thing  didn't  want 
to  get  nabbed.  Eventually,  it  tuckered  out  and  come  to  rest  on  a  cattail  reed.  I  was  able  to  scoop 
it  up  with  this  old  mustard  jug  I  found  in  a  trash  heap,  near  the  water.  I  screwed  the  cap  down  nice 
and  tight,  then  headed  on  back  to  school.  It  was  lunchtime,  and  my  bellybutton  was  touching  my 
backbone.  I  had  me  a  bite  to  eat,  then  lay  my  head  down  for  a  snooze.  Things  were  swell. 

But  when  I  come  to  and  looked  about,  this  world  had  gotten  strange.  For  one,  staring  up 
at  me  from  the  open  jug  was  a  critter  like  I  ain't  ever  seen.  Now,  call  me  crazy,  but  there  was  this 
little  man  with  an  acorn  for  a  head.  I  swear  it  on  my  life!  "And  what  the  hell  are  you?"  I  asked, 
but  he  didn't  say  a  word.  Just  pointed  up  at  the  rafters,  where  the  butterfly  had  perched.  Terrific, 
I  thought,  now  what'll  I  do?  Well,  that  little  guy  had  a  suggestion.  He  looked  down  at  my  desktop, 
and  I  followed  his  gaze.  Propped  up  there  against  the  yellow  jug,  about  the  size  of  a  matchbox, 
was  this  here  envelope.  And  upon  it  was  written  in  tiny  print:  EYE  OF  THE  FOREST. 

He  watched  me  as  I  opened  it,  and  I  kept  a  watch  on  him.  Inside  that  was  a  piece  of  glass, 
sort  of  like  a  lens,  set  within  a  metal  ring.  Turning  to  face  the  window,  I  held  it  up  to  the  light. 
Peering  through,  I  saw  awesome  things  out  yonder.  A  prairie  full  of  butterflies,  the  kind  of  which 
I'd  just  caught.  Hundreds!  Far  too  many  to  count.  Dancing  in  the  sunlight,  and  filling  up  the  sky. 
"It's  beautiful,"  I  said  looking  back  at  him.  To  which  he  nodded  with  reply.  Then  shaking  his  head 
in  a  way  kinda  sad,  and  with  the  smallest  voice  he  said,  "Look  again."  To  my  surprise,  in  the 
wink  of  an  eye,  things  got  very  grim.  For  there  was  a  land  without  Wylderness.  A  lifeless  place 
where  nothing  danced.  Everything  lay  all  silent,  and  quiet  like  a  grave.  Looking  up  at  that  critter 
scared  and  shaking  in  the  rafters,  I  knew  I  had  a  choice.  I  chose  to  let  it  be. 

Like  all  creation,  I  reckon  it's  got  a  right. 

I  opened  up  a  window,  and  let  the  Wylderness  take  to  flight.  Then  me  and  that  there  little 
man  had  ourselves  a  time  you  wouldn't  believe.  He's  my  kind  a  people.  Well,  for  something 
ain't  human,  that  is.  I  think  we'll  be  best  buds.  Damn  straight.  -  Yours  truly, 


And  that,  as  they  say,  was  that.  Well,  not  quite.  For  the  story  didn't  really  end  there,  at  least 
not  completely.  Yet  to  come  were  the  tales  of  Kidpanyon,  and  of  Midlothian,  and  the  Fake.  It's 
just  that  here's  where  this  story  ends.  The  project  did  in  fact  receive  a  failing  grade,  and  how  ironic 
that  would  prove  to  be.  The  young  man  went  on  to  earn  his  Ph.D.  in  the  newly-established  field 
of  environmental  science;  graduating  magna  cum  laude  from  Syracuse,  on  December  8,  1941. 
In  time  for  the  draft,  and  World  War  II.  Among  the  possessions  he  carried  over  seas  were  a  photo 
of  his  parents,  a  locket  from  his  sweetheart,  a  blade  of  prairie  grass  from  the  schoolhouse  yard, 
and  a  small  ocular  lens  set  within  a  metal  ring.  These  things  he  kept  rucked  safely  away,  inside  an 
old  yellow  mustard  jug  that  always  stayed  nearby.  He  served  his  county,  and  served  it  well. 
And  then  he  came  back  home.  Weary  from  battle,  and  forever  changed  -  but  grateful  to  be  alive. 

Like  all  creation,  he  had  a  right.  As  the  Wylderness  might  agree. 

I  loved  my  grandfather,  as  most  who  knew  him  did.  In  the  years  since  he  passed,  I  have 
thought  of  him  often.  Always  good  things.  Of  a  boy  who  reckoned  how  to  live,  then  never  missed 
out  on  the  challenges  this  life  saw  fit  to  provide  him.  Of  a  man  who,  in  kind,  respected  this 
world  for  the  beauty  it  had  to  offer  -  and  the  eternal  spirit  which  it  possessed.  ^ 


April  15,  1912 
December  24.  1989 
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"You  sure  can  spy  some  unusual  things 

in  the  course  of  unusual  days. 
And  just  when  I  thought  I'd  seen  it  all.  " 
-September  3 1 ,  1924 


Waterfall 
By  Rob  Dennison 

every  time  you  turn  your  shoulder 

the  pain  i  feel 

makes  my  heart  grow  colder 

ive  tried  so  hard 

these  past  few  years 

only  to  find  myself 

drowning  in  tears 

ive  taken  the  hint 

you  don't  want  me  around 

you've  gotten  your  wish 

you've  worn  me  down 

up  the  river 

without  a  paddle 

fighting  the  current 

in  a  losing  battle 

realizing  i  cannot  win 

feeling  so  defeated  within 

nearing  then  end 

about  to  lose  it  all 

nearing  the  end 
down  the  waterfall 
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im  letting  the  current  take  me 

letting  the  rocks 

at  the  bottom  break  me 

i  have  lost  the  will  to  fight 

the  light  at  the  end 

is  out  of  my  sight 

i  know  i'll  probably 

never  be  the  same 

but  for  that 

i  have  only  myself  to  blame 

up  the  river  without  a  paddle 

fighting  the  current 

in  a  losing  battle 

realizing  i  cannot  win 

feeling  so  defeated  within 

nearing  the  end 

about  to  lose  it  all 

nearing  the  end 

down  the  waterfall 

nearing  the  end 
about  to  lose  it  all 

nearing  the  end 
down  the  waterfall 
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Minnesota  North  Woods 
By  Patricia  Shue 


Let  me  dream  .  .  . 

Of  stolen  kisses  on  leaf-strewn  walks 

Of  brief  lives  in  a  heart-shaped  box 

Of  hazel  eyes  and  yellow  dogs 

Of  cool  sheets  and  shallow  breathing 

Of  Monday  flowers  and  silos  in  August. 

I  will  lay  the  heart-shaped  box 

Filled  with  a  thousand  sad  Sundays 

Beside  me  and  sink  into  a  pillow  of  goodbye  kisses 

While  rose-colored  light  bulbs  grow  dim 

On  a  life  that  was  never  really  mine. 
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In  Honor  of  All  Our  Heroes  At  War 
By  Luria  Thompson 

Stand  America 

Stand  to  your  feet 

The  battle  is  on 

There's  bloodshed  in  the  streets 

Our  children  are  standing 

On  the  front  lines 

Sacrificing  their  lives 

For  yours  and  mine 

Pray  America 

Go  down  on  your  knees 

Pray  to  your  Creator 

That  the  enemy  is  seized 

Cry  America!  Cry  out  Aloud 

For  all  of  the  heroes 

Who  serve  their  country  proud 

Rise  America! 

Join  your  neighbors'  hand 

No  time  to  point  fingers 

It's  time  to  take  a  stand! 


No  title 

By  Paul  C.  Scott-Schroeder 

If  all  that  is  meant  to  be  is  one  more  day; 

then  let  the  sun  shine  bright  the  entire  day. 

That  is  all  I  ask,  want, 

and  need  for  the  sun  shall 

warm  and  bless  my  soul 

and  comfort  me. 

I  will  enjoy  it's  beauty 

till  the  last  ray 

arcs  over  the  horizon. 

I  will  say  good  bye  with  a  smile 

and  pass  gently  into  the  night. 
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Bull's  Eye 
By  Felissia  Cappelletti 

White 

A  colored  bull's  eye  stares.  On  the  outside,  white.  Like  what  one  sees  when  one  reads 
between  the  lines.  White  like  a  cotton  ball  sitting  on  the  floor.  No  one  knows  how  it  got  there, 
sitting,  staring  patiently  with  its  thread  eyes.  White  like  a  curtain  that  billows  through  an  open 
window,  trying  desperately  to  explore  the  open  night.  Nieve  curtain,  refuses  to  give  up  hope.  The 
strong  rod  has  no  trouble  keeping  it  locked  inside,  it  casts  reverse  shadows  on  the  dark  backdrop  of 
the  star-  pocked  sky.  White  like  an  Eskimo  or  like  the  sky  when  rain  bleaches  and  runs  the  celestial 
colors.  White  like  the  only  crayon  left  standing  tall  and  full  in  the  box.  White  like  a  saint's  spirit 
and  an  albino's  cheek.  White  like  the  faded  corners  of  that  old  picture  hanging  in  the  hall  opposite 
the  window.  The  picture  with  the  two  girls  staring  wrathfully  at  you  like  they  hate  everything  you 
are  and  everything  you'll  become.  Dressed  in  their  lacy  wedding-  party  dresses  (which  may  have 
been  white  at  a  time,  but  have  since  become  a  disgusting  pastel  yellow  like  a  drunken  dream)  and 
holding  colorless,  generic  flowers  and  the  black  high  top  boots.  White  like  the  end  result  of  any 
color  after  its  decades  have  chased  off  every  pigment.  Like  the  finality  of  a  bone,  being  buried  in 
the  backyard  by  Fido,  who  will  just  forget  about  it  in  the  morning  anyway.  White  like  a  Dido  song, 
paced  and  resounding  and  sweet. 

Green 

In  the  middle,  there  is  the  complex  eclectic  mix.  Green  with  gold.  Flecks  and  rings,  spiraled 
and  splattered  like  the  paint  of  a  frustrated  artist  sliding  down  a  drain,  mixing  with  sweat  and  tears. 
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The  green  of  tree  leaves  in  the  summer  time  or  tea  leaves  in  the  fall.  Gold  like  this  band  on  my 
finger.  It  shines  when  I  do,  it  glows  when  I  don't.  Bright  green  like  the  shirt  I  used  to  wear.  The  one 
with  the  ribbon  bow  that  mom  saved  because  it  was  my  favorite.  Bright  gold  like  Amber  Dreger's 
hair  that  I  coveted  so  much  in  second  grade.  Dark  green  like  my  birthstone  and  the  feeling  of  May. 
Dark  gold  like  the  tarnished  copper  bells  on  gramma  and  grampa's  old  rotary  telephone.  Green  like 
the  dirt  in  a  wild  jungle  forest  that  I'll  never  see  (and  wouldn't  care  to  see,  for  fear  of  becoming 
disillusioned).  Gold  like  how  fields  of  bamboo  must  look  like  to  a  starving  panda  bear.  Or  green 
like  the  world's  air  when  I'm  high  and  stumbling  somewhere.  There  are  floating  pieces  of  gold  in 
a  sunset  surf.  The  scale  of  a  fish  is  green.  Iridescent  and  translucent  because  he  is  the  one  that  got 
away.  All  of  Midas 's  world.  The  cover  of  a  Ray  Bradbury  book  is  green  and  spooky.  And  yes,  I 
want  more.  Eagerly  and  desperately.  Just  one  more  for  the  road,  please.  Gold  like  the  star-  shaped 
sticker  I  got  for  sucking  up.  One-  fifth  of  this  tie-  dye  t-  shirt.  The  pear  reclining  in  the  refrigerator. 
Relaxed  because  he  knows  no  one  will  eat  him.  Another  fifth  of  this  tie-  dye  t-  shirt.  Green  just  like 
somebody's  brother's  hair,  and  gold  like  Brazil  on  my  map. 

Black 

Dead  center,  black.  The  bark  of  forest  trees  at  night.  The  gothic  frame  of  mind  behind  black 
lipstick  on  an  unhappy  little  girl.  Charlie  Chaplin's  hat,  James  Dean's  sweater,  your  best  friend's 
skin.  Black  like  a  line  of  music  notes,  following-  the  -  leader  before  the  musician's  eye.  Like  the 
smell  of  a  dream  just  at  dawn.    The  first  and  last  piece  of  licorice  you'll  ever  eat.  The  body  of  my 
4-  string  bass,  scratched  and  dented.  The  handle  of  a  red  red  wagon.  The  bench  where  I  had  my  first 
kiss.  Black  like  a  mosh  pit.  Like  the  malevolent  laugh  of  the  bad  guy  in  every  movie.  Chocolate. 
Tippy's  fur.  Peter  pan's  shadow. 

The  black  -  definite.  A  point.  A  period.  Final.  It  is  an  island  in  a  cheerio  of  green.  As 
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smooth  as  a  river  on  a  windy  day.  Frozen  waves  with  flecks  of  pennies,  full  of  wishes,  shining  up 
from  the  bottom.  This  pretty  picture  on  a  construction  paper,  wide  and  milky  white.  Une  fenetre 
romantique.  Dost  mine  eyes  deceive  me?  No,  but  you,  very  probably.  Bulls  eye. 
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The  Out  of  Bounders 
By  J.M.  Tiesch 

To  start  off  this  tale,  you  have  to  start  with  the  Newt  Brothers.  The  youngest  is  Phony,  who  is 
of  the  age  of  fourteen;  he  is  tall  with  'use  to  be'  dirty  brown  hair  but  is  now  a  bright  red.  Next  comes 
Pop,  he  is  the  middle  brother  with  a  truly  weird  name.  Pop  is  eighteen;  you  can  willingly  know  Pop 
from  his  brother  because  he  always  has  a  one-dollar  bill  pointing  out  behind  his  left  ear.  Finally,  there 
is  Troll,  the  oldest  brother  of  the  age  twenty-one.  He  always  likes  to  show  off  his  muscle  to  the  world 
by  only  wearing  sleeveless  shirts.  The  Newts'  friend  are  a  odd  looking  bunch,  Bit  who  is  sixteen  and 
loves  watching  Spongebob,  eating  chocolate  cake  and  of  course,  drinking  MGDs.  Rex  who  is  nineteen, 
is  what  you  call  a  'grease  monkey'  because  his  clothes  are  always  full  of  oil  and  if  you  look  closely  to 
his  upper  left  arm,  you  can  see  the  tattoo  of  a  tyrannosaurus  rex,  he  got  on  his  fifteen  birthday.  Then, 
there  is  Troy,  a  friend  of  Phony,  also  is  the  same  age  as  him  too.  His  looks  like  trash  because  that  is 
the  family  he  comes  from  with  the  greasily  hair  and  the  scar  along  his  right  side  face  he  got  from  his 
older  brother,  to  put  Troy's  family  a  different  point  of  view  is  that  everyone  in  his  family  hates  each 
other.  Final,  out  of  the  group  of  friends,  there  is  Gritz,  the  outcast  to  others  and  is  a  leader  of  the  nightly 
gangs.  He  only  is  a  friend  with  them  because  he  knows  Phony. 

The  sun  shined  on  the  run  down  Newt's  house,  the  one  on  Archer  Ave.  with  the  over  grown 
grass,  the  broken  front  door,  and  the  roofing  that  is  old  and  moldy.  Phony  is  in  the  kitchen  making  some 
eggs,  the  wallpaper  is  coming  off  and  you  can  smell  the  rotten  garbage  from  the  back  coming  in  from 
an  open  window. 

"Anybody,  home?"  Bit  said  opening  the  front  door. 

"In  here,  Bit  don't  slam  the  door."  Phony  said  out  loud. 

The  door  slammed,  making  a  small  crack  in  the  front  window. 

Phony  threw  the  egg  shells  to  the  garbage  can  and  missed. 

Bit  and  Rex  walk  in  the  front  room.  They  broke  apart,  Bit  went  straight  and  Rex  went  around 
to  the  other  side  of  the  kitchen. 

Bit  jumped  in  front  of  Phony,  picking  him  up  and  turning  him  around.  Making  Phony  drop  his 
eggs  and  his  spoon  on  the  floor. 

Bit  dropping  him  back  in  front  of  the  stove,  "Look  what  you  made  you  do,  Bit."  As  Phony 
slammed  the  pan  back  on  the  stove. 

Rex  screamed  a  'Woo!' 

"Damn  it,  Bit,  you  made  me  drop  my  eggs  and  spoon  on  the  floor."  Phony  said 

"Look  at  your  hair,"  Bit  said  smiling.  Rex  laughed 

"I  wouldn't  believe  it  if  I  hadn't  seen  it  in  the  paper."  Rex  said  pulling  out  the  newspaper  from  his 
back  pocket  and  opening  it  to  the  cover  page.  "Tell  me,  Phony,  what's  it  feel  like  be  a  local  hero?" 

"A  what?"  Phony  said  looking  at  Rex. 

Rex  showed  Phony  the  cover.  The  cover  read  in  bold  print  "Locals  Turn  Heroes"  with  a  picture 
of  Phony,  Troy,  and  Gritz. 

Bit  opened  the  refrigerator  and  pulled  out  a  beer. 

Phony  looked  at  the  picture  and  started  reading  the  article. 

"A  hero,  you  know,  like  one  of  those... big  shout"  Rex  said. 

Bit  opened  the  beer  and  closing  the  refrigerator  door. 

"Oh,  Bit,  that  is  grouse,"  Rex  said. 

"What,"  Bit  relied 

"Beer,  for  breakfast."  Rex  said,  pointing  at  the  beer  in  Bit's  hand. 

"Shut  up,  Rex."  Bit  said  smiling.  "What  I  like,  Phony  is  that  part  about  how  you  turned  hero, 
in  the  title." 

Phony  walked  over  to  the  table.  Rex  picked  at  the  pan  of  remaining  eggs. 

"They're  changing,  Troy  of  manslaughter?"  Phony  said  quickly  looked  up  and  then  kept  reading. 
"What  do  they  mean  by  recovering?" 

"Forget  that,  Phony,  it  also  says  how  you  savedthose  kids  lives  from  burning  in  that  orphanage 
and  how,  if  you  weren't  there  to  help  them.  They  would  all  be  fried."  Rex  said  walking  into  the  dining 
room. 

"Boy,  Gitz  is  going  to  be  upset,  they  didn't  mention  him  in  the  police  reports."  Phony  said. 
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Phony  kept  reading,  "See,  it's  all  about  us,"  looking  up  with  clueless  face.  "Troll,  me,  and  Pop," 
as  he  keeps  reading.  He  smiles,  The  reporters  think  their  going  to  put  me  and  Pop,  in  to  one  of  those 
boys'  homes.  No  way." 

Walking  past  Rex,  who  was  combing  his  hair.  "They  aren't  putting  me  into  a  boy's  orphanage." 
Phony  said,  walking  into  the  bathroom  and  looked  at  himself  in  the  mirror. 

"No,  Phony,  they  don't  do  that  to  heroes,  ever  local  heroes."  Rex  said  looking  at  Phony.  "Where 
is  Pop  or  Super-Dopey,  anyway?" 

The  shower  door  opened,  Pop  quickly  throw  on  a  towel  and  quietly  pointed,  for  Phony  to 
leave. 

"Oh. .  .Morning  Pop"  Rex  said. 

Troll  came  up  behind  Rex  and  picked  him  up. .  ."What  did  you  call  me,  Rex?" 

"Sorry,  that's  right,  all  brawns  and  no  brains,  Troll."  Rex  said  being  dropped. 

"Troll,  where  my  work  shirt?"  Pop  said  walking  to  bathroom  door. 

"You,  have  to  wear  pants  too,  that  is  the  law."  Rex  said  smiling 

"Shut  up,  Rex,"  Pop  said.  "Where  my  pants,  too." 

Rex  was  trying  to  give  Pop  a  cigarette,  Pop  quickly  said  "No." 

"I  ironed  our  pants,  they're  in  my  closest"  Troll  said. 

Pop  walked  out  of  the  bathroom  and  into  Troll's  room. 

"Troll!"  Phony  said. 

"Quickly,  Pop,  we  going  to  be  late."  Troll  screamed. 

"Troll,  did  you  heard  about  the  police  thing  about  me?  Phony  said  quietly. 

"Yes,  police  told  me  last  night,"  Troll  said  putting  on  his  work  shirt,  which  was  dotted  with  oil 
and  no  sleeves. 

Phony  didn't  smiled. 

Rex  quickly  said,  "I  guess  after  we  kills  those  Royals  really  bad,  I  throw  a  party  and  we'll  all 
get  drunk." 

Phony  smiled.  "Sure,  Rex."  Troll  said  looking  at  Phony. 

Troll  looked  over  at  Rex,  "Tell  me,  where  are  you  going  to  get  the  money  for  that  kind  of 
party?" 

"I'll  think  of  something,  Troll."  Rex  said  as  his  smiled  went  away. 

Phony  walked  past  Rex  and  walked  outside,  on  to  the  front  porch. 

Pop  sit  down  on  the  couch,  smiling,  "Yeah,  Bit,  that  Sponge  fellow  is  on  TV  again." 

Bit  walk  back  in  to  the  room,  drinking  his  beer. 

"Bit,  how  can  you  watch  this  shit,  over  and  over?  "  Rex  said  smiling. 

"Phony. .  .Phony!"  Troll  said. 

Phony  walked  into  the  house. 

You  can  still  hear  Spongebob  in  the  backg  round.  Rex  sat  down  on  the  arm  of  the  couch,  as 
Bit's  eyes  are  glued  on  the  TV  screen. 

"I  hate  to  leave  you'll  here  by  yourself,  I  should  take  the  day  off."  Troll  said. 

"No,  it's  alright.  I've  stayed  by  myself  before,"  Phony  said  at  Troll.  "And  beside,  Troll,  we  can't 
afford  take  from  you  or  Pop."  looking  at  Pop  on  the  couch. 

"Yeah,  but  I  should  stay."  Troll  said. 

"Don't  wrong,  Troll,  I'll  watch  him"  Bit  said,  still  looking  at  the  screen. 

"Great,"  Phony  said  hitting  Bit  head. 

"Did  you  just  touch  my  hair?"  Bit  said  quickly  getting  up,  and  knocking  Phony  to  the  floor. 

"Why  don't  you  get  a  job,  Bit"  Troll  said  looking  at  Bit  and  Phony  on  the  floor. 

Bit  that  already  locked  his  arms  around  Phony's  neck.  "Work,  is  not  fun,  Troll." 

Troll  smiled,  "Come  on  Pop,  were  go  to  work"  he  screamed. 

"I've  got  to  stop  smoking  or  I  can't  make  track  in  the  fall."  Phony  said  quietly. 

"Said  it,  Phony. .  .said  it."  Bit  said. 

"Phony,  you  got  to  do  the  dishes,"  Pop  said  from  the  bedroom. 

"I'm  going  to  make  you  pass  out,  I  sure  of  it."  Bit  said  as  he  looked  at  Phony. 

"Bit,  lay  offf."  Troll  said  pointing  to  Bit. 

"Fine,"  Bit  said,  removing  his  arms  from  Phony's  neck. 

"Shit,  he  isn't  looking  to  good."  Rex  said  looking  at  Phony  on  the  floor. 

Troll  walked  back  over  to  Bit  and  help  Phony  off  the  floor.  "Phony,"  Troll  said  picking  up  his 
tool  belt.  "If  you  smoke  more  then  one  pack  today... I'm  going  to  kill  you,  do  you  understand!" 


"Yes,"  Phony  said. 

Troll  walked  over  to  the  door,  Rex  smiled,  and  Pop  picked  up  his  belt  and  walked  passed 
Phony. 

"If  you  move  more  then  one  tire  at  a  time.  Me  and  Pop  is  going  to  kill  you,  do  you 
understand!" 

Troll  smiled. 

"Shit,"  Rex  said  smiling  at  Phony. 

Troll  walked  out  onto  the  pouch,  he  turned  "Say  hello,  to  Troy  for  me." 

"All  right,"  Phony  said,  waving  goodbye  to  Troll. 

"Lets  go  Rex,"  Pop  said  walking  out. 

Rex  walked  behind  him,  waving  to  Phony. 

Troll,  Pop,  and  Rex  walked  down  the  stairs  and  over  to  the  rusty  truck  that  was  once  owned 
by  Mr.  Newt. 

"Come  on,  we  got  to  clean  up  this  house."  Phony  said  walking  pass  Bit,  that  was  still  on  the 
floor 

"Why?"  Bit  said  getting  up  from  the  floor. 

"Well,  the  police  and  reporters  will  be  coming  by  and  it's  time  for  the  State  Workers  to  check 
on  us."  Phony  said,  picking  up  the  dishes  off  the  dining  table. 

"Hell,  this  house  is  not  messy,  did  you  ever  see  my  house?"  Bit  said  looking  at  the  table. 

"Yes,  and  if  you  had  any  sense  of  a  farm  animal,  you  would  clean  your  house  up  and  wouldn't 
be  staying  around  us,  all  day." 

"Shit,  if  I  ever  clean  my  house  or  even  my  room,  my  parents  would  die  of  shock."  Bit  said 
looking  up  at  Phony. 

Phony  walked  into  the  kitchen  and  over  to  the  sink. 

Bit  picked  up  a  large  plate  of  chocolate  cake  and  sat  back  down  in  front  the  TV,  drinking  his 
beer. 


Break  Up 
By  J.E.  Nolan 


Awful  words  you  said 

Each  embedded  upon  my  psyche 

Seared  upon  my  soul 

Sacrificed  to  the  wind  of  your  whim 

You  left  me  alone 

Careless  in  your  disregard  of  my  heart 

You  drenched  the  flame  of  my  love 

In  your  sea  of  spite 

Upon  the  altar  of  self  interest 

You  tore  open  my  spirit 

Dashed  it  onto  the  sharp  edge  of  your  selfishness 

You  have  impaled  me  with 

The  cruelty  of  your  contempt 

I  lie  broken  within  the  realm  of 

Your  mean-spirited  malice 

Awaiting  a  new  love 

To  break  me  again 
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ghost: 

By  David  Doran 

there  it  goes! 

did  you  see  it, 

pale  and  black 

so  ghastly. 

a  ghost,  phantom 

of  the  opera 

(only  without  the  opera). 

come  out  little  spectre, 

show  to  them 

what  i  see 

(only  when  i  close  my  eyes). 

why  did  you  die? 

what  message  have  you 

from  the  other  side? 

speak!  speak!  speak! 

like  you  never  did  in  life. 

do  not  fear,  we  are  all  friends 

here, 

(except  me.  i'm  just  a  stranger). 

oh  tormentous  devil  begone! 

back  to  the  abyss, 

but  give  me  back  that  which  you  stole, 

it's  been  so  hard 

forcing  blood  through  my  veins 

without  it. 
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Self  Therapy 
By  Kevin  Rogina 

"It's  not  impossible  for  flowers  to  bloom  and  grow  next  to  graves 

And  Babies  are  born  in  the  same  building  where  people  go  to  pass  away" 

These  lines  fall  upon  my  ears  and  I  know 

That  maybe  these  bits  of  cartilage  are  not  just  for  show 

I  understand  what  these  lines  mean  through  a  deeper  understanding 

The  current  events  in  my  life  have  been  demanding 

That  I  think  about  my  feelings  that  I  hold  up  deep  inside 

And  let  them  out  upon  this  world  and  let  them  be  your  guide 

To  a  better  understanding  as  to  whom  I  may  be 

You  may  see  me  in  the  halls  listening  to  music,  walking  in  the  crowd 

Or  look  like  I'm  on  a  distant  cloud 

But  within  this  noggin  the  hamster  is  running, 

Running  with  cunning  ever  gunning  to  save  my  sanity  from  insane  devices 

That  feed  upon  on  my  life's  many  crises 

A  university  may  not  want  me  only  because 

My  grades  are  not  great  only  because 

I  worry  too  much  about  my  life  in  the  future 

"Can  I  have  a  nice  car,  kids,  and  be  a  teacher?" 

Sometimes  I  forget  that  we  all  feel  this  way  some  of  the  time 

We  go  through  days  where  we  are  worrisome,  Fury-some,  and  curious-some, 

That  comes  with  the  territory  when  you  are  so  young 

You  do  not  want  to  say  it  even  when  it  is  jumping  on  the  tip  of  your  tongue 

I  would  like  one  day  to  ask  all  those  who  walk  by  me  in  the  concourse 

"How  are  you  feeling?  How  is  your  day?  Or  did  you  know  that  some  rocks  are  porous?" 

Just  make  a  conversation  with  people  I  have  never  met 

Find  out  if  others  get  what  I  get 

Maybe  they  are  frustrated  sometimes  like  I  bet 

Thinking  of  losing  someone  you  never  want  to  forget 

Losing  them  before  I  say  "I  love  you"  would  be  my  greatest  regret 

Also,  thinking  of  my  kids,  one  day,  living  with  their  grandma  unmet 

Makes  me  frustrated  and  Cuss-strated 

This  is  why  I  would  like  to  reach  out  to  those  with  similar  feelings 

Whether  it  be  about  death,  life,  or  something  in  between 

I  don't  mind,  vent  until  you're  clean 

No  age  restrictions  even  if  you  are  in  the  teens 

Everyone  has  problems  no  matter  the  age. 

Come  talk  to  me  I'll  say;  "Tell  me  what  you're  thinking  about. 

Your  feelings  are  fine  and  your  emotions  are  just 

Just  let  them  out,  preferably  before  you  bust 

It's  ok  to  be  scared  and  feel  a  little  close  to  harm 

C'mon  let  it  out.  You're  safe  in  these  arms 

I  know  its  tough  but  everyone  gets  through  it 
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Let  me  be  your  wall  and  pin  your  feelings  right  to  it 

Tomorrow  the  sun  shines  and  the  world  keeps  spinning 

You  may  not  see  it  now  but  you  will  one  day  start  winning 

Your  war  against  the  sadness  and  you'll  start  grinning 

You  had  someone  to  talk  to  in  this  world  all  along 

You  were  afraid  of  a  loved  one's  cancer,  your  feelings  weren't  wrong 

You  love  them  and  you  love  them  even  after  their  gone 

It  hurts  like  a  bad  bruise,  bad  news,  and  bad  flues 

But  you  pass  it  in  time  and  you  need  to  be  strong 

For  that  person  who  is  hurt  you  cannot  let  on 

They  need  your  full  support  through  this  dark  time  that  seemingly  has  no  end 

You  may  be  their  son  but  they  need  you  to  be  their  friend 

It's  lonely  in  the  dark  and  you  need  to  reach  out  a  "white  light"  hand 

And  pull  them  out  and  brush  them  off  and  together  you  stand 

'This  sickness  will  not  take  you!  Not  while  I'm  around! 

I'll  keep  you  strong,  mom,  until  the  cure  can  be  found!' 

You  needed  this  moment  to  release  all  that  was  inside 

So  the  tearful  and  the  fearful  could  finally  subside 

It's  ok  if  they  come  back  sometimes  to  bother  you,  man 

It  only  shows  that  you  are  really  just  human 

Just  reach  out  I'm  always  there  for  you  through  thick  and  thin 

Just  pick  up  the  phone,  I'm  your  friend  named  Kevin 
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Mrs.  Everywhere's  Sash 
By  Nick  Billone 

It's  written  all  over  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

Shell  after  shell  meets  the  ground 

inside  the  rib  cage  some  are  found. 

Children  on  the  grass  nestled  in 

for  the  show  their  about  to  receive. 

The  clown  frowns,  and  the  kids, 

well  the  kids  were  deceived. 

The  letters  show, 

and  we've  got  to  pick  up  the  slack. 

The  slack  is  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

This  is  just  an  introduction, 

it's  just  the  beginning 

and  it's  bound  to  get  worse. 

The  slack  is  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

I  can't  say  what  it  is  we  forgot, 
or  who  got  on  their  knees  first. 
We've  got  people  hung  like  Christ 
from  their  own  crosses.  The  lengths  of  wood 
cross  at  rejection  and  self-reliance- 
Tied  down,  under  siege 
and  the  only  sound  heard 
is  the  sound  of  a  plea. 
You  can  find  it  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

It's  written  all  over  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

A  blanket  covers  a  child's  fright, 

just  as  the  moon  say's  it's  goodnight. 

It's  to  the  sanctum  of  this  plight, 

that  shows  modesty,  insecurities  rights. 

And  so  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash  someone 
writes; 

"Bellow  for  comfort  if  you  dare 


and  minimize  yourself  from  this  scare, 

but  tomorrow  night  will  set  in 

and  the  whole  ordeal  will  start  again." 

The  child  replies  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash; 
"Then  let  it  come  and  we'll  start  a  new 
because  it's  not  very  much  that  I  go  through. 
If  it  we're  something  I  could  cease, 
I'd  ask  you  for  a  way  out,  please." 
He  wrote  it  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 
It's  written  all  over  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

In  the  grazing  early  sunshine 

a  fisherman  throws  out  a  line, 

and  a  fish  appears  to  be  coming  near 

in  it's  eyes  it  has  no  fear. 

It  holds  no  joy  and  knows  not  luck 

the  hook  in  a  moment  will  be  stuck 

in  his  skin  and  rip  his  insides  out. 

Still  it  holds  no  joy  and  knows  not  luck, 

neither  does  Mrs.  Everywhere  and  her  sash. 

A  familiar  sight  in  the  doorway 
is  now  stepping  his  way  on  the  freight  train 
he  says,  "I  don't  care,  I'll  go  any  where. 
Just  please  don't  take  me  back  that  way." 
The  conductor  smiles  and  says 
"I  can  only  go  in  two  directions, 
north  and  south,  and  sir  I  believe 
you  came  from  the  West." 
He  knows  the  directions  home 
because, 

there's  a  map  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 
I  can't  say  what  it  is  we  forgot 
or  who  got  on  their  knees  first. 
We've  got  people  hung  like  Christ 
from  their  own  crosses.  The  lengths  of  wood 
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cross  at  rejection  and  self-reliance- 
Tied  down,  under  siege 
and  the  only  sound  heard 
is  the  sound  of  a  plea. 
You  can  find  it  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash 


cross  at  rejection  and  self-reliance. 

Tied  down,  under  siege 

and  the  only  sound  heard 

is  the  sound  of  a  plea. 

You  can  find  it  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 


It's  written  all  over  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

He  stands  overhead  towering  like  a  statue 

and  she  lies  underneath  frozen  like  a  statue. 

He  knows  she  said  no,  but  she  has  such  features. 

He  knows  she  said  no,  but  he's  going  to  teach  her. 

"You'll  do  as  I  please,  you'll  give  me  what  I  need." 

"Please  let  me  go!  Stop!  Please!  Why  won't  you 
cease!" 

Recollection  sets  in  and  he  looks  at  her  more  sternly 
than  before, 

"When  I  was  young,  I  asked  things  to  cease  for  me. 

I  learned  that  things  don't  cease  just  so  easily, 

so  now  your  going  to  learn,  and  I'm  going  to  teach." 

Her  wrote  the  lesson  down  on  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

A  familiar  sight  walking  out  the  door 

and  down  the  floral  patterned  hallway. 

Whispering  to  herself,  "I'm  glad  I  got  away." 

The  old  man  holding  the  door  says  to  her 

"The  trick  is  to  stay  away." 

She's  halfway  back  to  the  room 

to  her  "warm  nestled  cocoon" 

when  his  words  ring  in  her  head. 

They  repeat  in  her  head  till 

she's  drunk  off  her  own  tears 

in  the  sad  floral  patterned  room  of  a  motel. 

Starring  at  her  sash  it  reads,  "Mrs.  Everywhere" 

I  can't  say  what  it  is  we  forgot. 

or  who  got  on  their  knees  first. 

We've  got  people  hung  like  Christ 

from  their  own  crosses.  The  lengths  of  wood 


She  doesn't  want  to  know  what  it  is  he  sees, 

as  her  eyes  follow  her  own  breath  when  she 
screams. 

He  knows  he  can't  look  in  her  eyes 

and  avoids  them  at  all  costs,  in  her  eyes  he 
dreams. 

Dreams  of  those  fight  filled  nights 

that  could  not  be  controlled  as  he  touches  her  skin. 

So  now  a  compensation  of  those  nights  will  begin 

as  he  continues  to  live  a  life  as  moralities  sin. 

She's  tied  down,  under  siege, 

and  the  only  sound  heard, 

is  the  sound  of  her  plea. 

Her  tear,  sweat,  and  naturalness 

streak  down  the  front  of  and  stain 

Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 

It's  written  all  over  Mrs.  Everywhere's  sash. 
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on  the  corner  of  eternity: 
by  David  Doran 

in  sultry  spaces 

on  dead  end  streets, 

the  intersection 

of  eternity 

and  nothingness, 

the  darkness  of  the  night 

conceals  our  passion. 

the  rain  tastes  so  sweet 

to  my  skin, 

the  scents  of  summer 

whispered  through  the  air. 

the  clock  all  but  stops, 

the  seconds  ticking  by 

like  lifetimes. 

a  twilight  parting 
on  a  less  empty  road, 

the  roar  of  steel 

echoing  our  goodbyes. 

it's  a  long  way  home 

across  dusty  roads, 

with  nothing  but  her  smile 

on  my  mind. 
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The  night  I  grew  up... 
By  Letisha  Miller 

It  all  started  one  fatal  night 

When  sleep  eluded  me  and  I  found  god 

Laying  under  my  pillow 

And  from  there  he  kissed  me  and  told  me 

I  am  tragedy  best  shot  at 

A  last  chance 

And  I  can  only  feel  pain 

When  joy  shines  threw  I  am  only  deluded  myself 

Because  I'm  defeated  by  a  higher  power 

Destined  to  face  the  same  face  time  and  time  again 

Do  you  see  it? 

Do  you  understand  my  falls? 

Through  my  knowledge 

About  man 

The  facts  of  life  that  encrusts  my  thoughts  turning  them  into  features 

Of  mass  lessons 

It  is  my  love  for  people  and  my  curiosity  of  life 

That  befalls  these  truths 

Or  is  it  my  mind  that  clouds  up  my  will  and  weakens 

My  capabilities  to  these  defeatist  attitudes  I 

Surround  my  self  with 

Minds  lost  in  the  streets 

Minds  lost  in  the  homes 

And  minds  lost  to  uncertainty 

Uneducated  minds  sometimes  are  the  best  minds 

Because  they  come  up  with 

Insolent  ideas  of  life 

And  I  listen  and  write  my  own  philosophy 

Ones  that  share  between  me  and  God 
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The  Rose  within  My  Heart 
By  Irving  Gamboa 

Passing  the  bending  horizon 
I  see  the  setting  sun 

The  magnificent  sight  is  nameless 
Yet  it  compares  not  to  a  single  glimpse  of  your  eyes 

I  am  a  dim  comet  surpassing  the  speed  of  sound 
Yet  your  soft  voice  is  louder  than  my  movement 

They  say  that  life  was  created  by  one  being 
Thus  all  existence  shares  itself  within  itself 
Yet  I  never  understood  beauty  until  you  came  to  my  life 

In  my  arms  I  shall  hold  you  until  these  words  wither 
And  in  my  arms  I  shall  hold  you  until  I  die 

You  are  the  rose  whose  roots  grew  in  my  heart 

And  you  are  the  silence  that  rocks  me  to  sleep  at  night 

The  aches  of  life  are  cruel  to  some 
But  to  me  they  are  limited  enemies 
For  you  are  the  cure  to  all  my  pains 

I  bow  in  the  name  of  creation  and  thank  existence 
For  being  a  victim  of  a  virtuous  destiny 
In  my  path  I  found  the  seed  of  love 
The  seed  of  your  being 

And  in  my  heart  that  seed  ripens 
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My  First  Jog 
By  Jon  Hoogstra 

ExcitementAndEnergy 

pump  through  my  body 

as  I  try 

to  calm 

my  nerves 

A  new  me  will  come  of 

what  was  the  old  me 

and  the  wind  begins 

to  pass  by  my  ears 

the  birds  chirp  and  the  sky  glistens 

of  honey  dew  and  promise  and  I 

feel  on  top  of  the  world  as  reality 

screams  by  one  step  two  step  three  step! 

four! 

five! 

six. 

seven.. 

eight... 

my  lungs 

scream  air! 

as  I  crawl 

back  up 

the  driveway 

and  lay  in 

the  doorway 

praying  for  ice  cream 
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How  to  Submit  Creative  Work  to  WORDEATER 

WORDEATER  is  the  literary  and  creative  magazine  of  Joliet  Junior  College.  The  magazine  is 
published  twice  yearly.  The  editorial  board  of  the  magazine  will  consider  for  publication  original 
poetry,  plays,  short  fiction,  translations,  personal  essays,  literary  essays,  essays  on  popular  culture, 
art  criticism,  autobiographical  prose,  interviews,  storyboards,  photography,  graphics  and  other 
reproducible  art.  The  magazine  is  composed  primarily  of  student  work,  but  also  includes  work  by 
Joliet  Junior  College  faculty,  staff,  and  alumni.  Wordeater  is  looking  for  creative  work  of  all  kinds  of 
the  highest  quality.  Please  note  that  not  all  submissions  will  be  accepted  for  publication.  An  editorial 
board  composed  of  students  and  the  faculty  advisor  decides  which  work  is  accepted.  Please  keep  in 
mind  the  following  as  you  submit  your  work: 

•  All  work  must  be  word-processed  (or  typed  on  8  V2  x  11"  paper). 

•  All  work  must  be  original  and  unpublished. 

•  All  work  should  be  double-spaced. 

•  All  work  should  be  proofread  for  typographical  and  grammatical  mistakes. 

•  The  subject  matter  and  language  of  work  submitted  should  be  appropriate  for  the  Joliet  Junior 
College  community. 

•  Please  include  a  cover  sheet  (with  your  name,  address,  and  phone  number)  with  the  work  you 
submit.  Please  identify  yourself  as  a  current  or  former  student  or  a  present  or  former  faculty  or 
staff  member.  Works,  however,  will  be  judged  anonymously. 

•  Except  for  original  artwork,  submissions  will  not  be  returned. 

•  Editorial  changes  may  be  made  for  readability. 

•  All  work  and  inquiries  should  be  sent  to  wordeater@jjc.edu  or  through  the  Wordeater's  webpage: 
http://www.jjc.edu/Dept/English/Wordeater  . 

WORDEATER 

wordeater@jjc.edu 
Joliet  Junior  College 

1215  Houbolt  Road 
Joliet  IL  60431-8938 
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Wordeater  #117 


Wordeater  is  the  biannual  literary  /  arts  magazine  of  Joliet  Junior  College.  The  magazine  prints 
submissions  from  current  and  former  students,  staff  and  faculty.  The  magazine  accepts  original, 
creative  works  of  any  kind,  including  poetry,  plays,  short  fiction,  translations,  personal  or  literary 
essays,  interviews,  autobiographical  prose,  photography,  graphic  art  and  other  reproducable 
artworks.  Please  submit  work  and  inquiries  to  the  English  Department  or  to  wordeater@jjc.edu. 


Editorial  Board 

Jonathan  Hoogstra  Becky  Reser  Kellie  Hrvarten 

Irving  Gamboa       Theresa  Collins       Rasa  Wahlen 

Faculty  Advisor  for  Issue  #117 

Stacey  V  Santoro-Murphy 
Associate  Professor  of  English 

*An  editorial  board,  composed  each  semester,  reviews  the  submissions  to  make  determinations  about  what  will  be 
published  in  that  semester's  issue.   If  you  are  interested  in  becoming  a  member  of  the  editorial  board,  or  in  becom- 
ing an  editorial  assistant ,  please  send  a  letter  of  interest  to  wordeater@jjc.edu. 


Awards 

The  John  Stobart  Award  for  Poetry  was 
faculty  sponsor,  he  shepherded  it  throu 

Poetry 

established  in  honor  of  the  founder  and  guiding  light  of  Wordeater,  John  Stobart.  As 
gh  106  issues.  He  retired  from  JJC's  English  /  Foreign  Languages  Department  in  1999. 

Esperando 

by  Edgar  Sousa 

Chaos 

by  Ryan  Weber 

Short  Fiction 

Brittle  finger  tree 
by  Kristen  Rohder 

Wylderness 
by  Tony  Plese 

Bull's  Eye 

by  Felissia  Cappelletti 

Back  Cover  Art 
By  Tony  Plese 


